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be otherwise. She was born a Hoek. You know the story,
Mr. Ballater? She was governess at Enkendaal twenty-five
years ago; beautiful but of no family. Then she married the
Englishman, Quillan. Ley den never lost touch with ^r.
He used to visit at Lord Harbury's whenever he went to
England — calling at the house of Mr. Quillan, you may be
sure." He chuckled and stroked his cheek. "And when
Leyden became a widower, it wasn't long before the lady
was back in Enkendaal ____ But they are charming. Charm-
ing. We should not have refused, Mr. Ballater, I think?
To stay in the country with beautiful ladies? Better than
the fort, met waar?"
"Who are these people?" Ballater asked, when the Com-
mandant had returned to his own quarters, waving his
hand like a schoolgirl in high spirits. "Why are they com-
ing here?"
"Just in kindness," Lewis answered. "To visit prisoners
and captives."
Ballater smiled. "And the girl — the daughter — what's
her name?"
"Julie Quillan. Grafin von Narwitz, now."
"Did you know her well?"
"Yes, once. I was ten years older than she. An unofficial
tutor, more or less, until her mother ran away to Holland."
"Really beautiful?"
Lewis hesitated. "I think of her as a child. She did come
to England three years ago when her father was dying.
She must have been eighteen. I saw her for a moment at
the funeral, but scarcely to speak to. In some odd way
she didn't seem the same person. . . . But yes; really
beautiful."
"Is she coming, do you think?"
"Probably not The Commandant said van Leyden
«a his wife. Julie may not be in Utrecht. Anyhow, it was
probably thought that a girl who married a Prussian officer
three months before the war couldn't be a visitor here."
"But she's English."
'"
"Anyhow," Ballater said, "it ought to be an amusing

